TheHiJlme of 
The very bottoinc and thefoule ofhope. 

The very lift, the very vtmoft bound 
Qfal our fortunes, 

®o«^,Faith,and fo we ftiould. 

Where now remaines a ftvect reuerfion. 

We may boldly Ipend vponthc hopesofwhatt’istocomeia 
A comfort ofretirement lines m this. 

Hot. A randcous,a home to fly vnto. 

If that the Diuelland mifehance lookebi g 
Vp on themaiden-head of our affaires. 

Wer, But yet 1 would your father had becnherc: 

The quality and haire of our attempt 
Brookes no diuifion, it will befthought 
By fonje,thatknow not why heis avay, 

T hat wifdome,loyaIty,and meere diflike 
Ofourproceedings^kept the Earle from hence. 
Andthinke,how luchan apprehenfion 
May turnc the tide offearcfull fadlion , 

And breed a kinde of queftionin our caufet 
F or.wel y ou know,wc of the offringfide, 

Muft keepc aloofe from ftri£farbittrement, 

And flop ail fight holes,eucry loope, from whencej 
The eye ofreafon may prie in vpon vs. 

This abfenceofyour fathers drawesacurtainc, 

1 hat ftiewcs the ignoraar,a kind offcarc 
Before not dreamt of. 

Hot .You ftrainetoofar, 

I rather of his abfence make this vfe, 

It lends a luftre and more great oppinion, 

A larger dare to y ourgreat enterprize, 

T hen if the Earle vere bere:for men rouft think,. 

If we without his helpecan make a head . 

To puftiagainft a kingdo.vne,with his helpe 
We lhall or turneit,topfie turuy downe,. 

Yet al goes well.yet al our iontes are whole , 

Dow^.As heart can thinke,thereisnotfucha word. 

Spoke ofin Scotland, as this tcarme offcarc 
Mpttr Sir Ri, Vernon. 

m 
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Henry the fmtK 

ti.. My coofinVcrnon,wclcomc by my foulc. 
Ver.PrayGodmyncwesbc worth awelcome,Lord. 
The Earle of Wcftmcrland,feucn thoufand ftrong. 

Is marching hitherwards, with P rince lohn ♦ 
H^r.Noharmewhat more? 

^<frlAnd further rhauelearnd, 

TheKing hitnfelfe in perfon hath fet forth, 

Or hitherwardcs intended fpeedily. 

With ftiongand mighty preparation, 

H<»f. He ihall be welcome tooiwhcre ishisloiuic, 
The nimble footed madcap. Prince of Wales? 

Andhis Cumrades,thatdaftthewovldafide, 
AndbiditpaCfe? 

All furnifht, all in Armest 
All plurade like Edridges, that with the windc 

Baited likcEaglcs hauinglately bath’d. 

Glittering in golden coats like images, 

Asful ofIpiritasthemonthofMay, 

And gorgeous as the funne at Midfomer, 
Wantonflsyouthful|goates,wildc4syoHgbuls; 

1 fawyong Harry with his beuer on, 

His cufhes on his thighes, gallantly armde, 

Rifefrom the ground likefeathered Mercury, 

' And vaulted with fuch cafe into his fea te, 

As if an an gell dropt downe from the cloudes. 

To turne and wind a fiery Pc^afus, 

And witch the world with noble horfemanfliip , 

Hot. No morc,nomorc,wors than the fun in March, 
This praile doth nourifti agues, let them come, 

They com like facrifices in their trim, 

And tothefirc»eydmaidcof fmoky war, 

All hot and bleeding will we offer them: 

The mailed Mars fhallon his alter fit 
Vp tothccarcsinbloud.lamonfire 
To hcare this rich reprizall is fo nigh. 

And yet not ours;Comc,lct metakemy horfc, 

Who is to beareme like a thunderbolt, 

Againft the boforacof the Prince of Wales, 

Ha 


'ti 




; 


Harry 


NATIONAL LIBRARY OF SCOTLAND (Bute.481) OctaVO 



